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Spider Blues plays up “Spider” 
Koerner's unique style. 

Ragged But Right (Vanguard), 
the latest effort of the Greenbriar 
Boys, is a fine album, the best one 
recorded by this group because of 
their superior instrumental work in 
addition to their talent as vocalists. 
Two fine selections from the disc, 
Ragged But Right and McKinley, 
were learned from old recordings 
of Riley Puckett, a name known to 
the true aficionados of folk music. 

One of the most unusual folk 
LPs recently released is the debut 
album of Mimi and Richard 
Farina, Celebrations For A Grey 
Day (Vanguard) . Standouts on the 
disc, highlighted by the dulcimer of 
Richard Farina, are a unique in- 
strumental bearing the album’s title 
and Pack Up Your Sorrows. 

The chances are you weren’t in 
Belfast last year so here’s your 
chance to catch a particularly ex- 
hilarating performance recorded 
live, The Clancy Brothers and 
Tommy Makem In Ireland 
(Columbia). The group's style of 
singing is distinctive and their selec- 
tion of songs is fresh. This is a very 
enjoyable LP made even more so 
because the singers' joy to be back 
in their own country comes through 
in every song they sing on the 
album. 

As you listen to the 32 songs on 
The Kingston Trio: The Folk Era 
(Capitol) , you readily see why the 
trio have become an institution in 
the pop folk-tune field. All their 
big hits are included in this three- 
record album, including their two 
biggest hits, M.T.A. and Tom 
Dooley. 

If you like your ballads sung 
tenderly and your blues sung soul- 
fully, then Don Francks: Lost . . . 
(Rapp) is the LP for you. Francks 
is the young Canadian singer who 
came to New York to play the lead 


in Kelly but the $600,000 musical 
lasted only one performance and 
the singer never got the showcase 
for his singing talent and his manly 
good looks. This album helps push 
Don Franck's name right up there 
on top. Alj the numbers on the disc 
are sung well, but we particularly 
liked the job he did on Someone 
To Watch Over Me. 

BOOKS 

Anyone interested in the theatre 
will want to read Eric Bentley's 
The Life Of The Drama (Athene- 
um) . Bentley, who has been an 
important figure in the theatre for 
over 25 years, is an expert on his 
subject from both sides of the foot- 
lights. He, however, does not ap- 
proach the theatre academically as 
all his thoughts on the drama are 
based on his opinion that theatre- 
going is a personal experience. 
Even if you don't always agree with 
him, you'll find whatever he has to 
say on dramatists from Aeschylus 
to Beckett thought-provoking. We 
agree with all he has to say — ex- 
cept on, in our opinion, the over- 
rated Brecht. 

Without actually being the vic- 
tim of it, reading Last Exit To 
Brooklyn (Grove) is as close to 
violence as anyone can get. This 
emotionally-exciting book spits 
tension and brutality from almost 
every page, as Hubert Selby, Jr. 
forcefully depicts life in one of the 
seamiest sections of Brooklyn 
where “hope has not fled, but one 
in which, it seems, hope never 



existed.” This book, like most that 
are put out by this publisher, is a 
genuine reading experience. 

Us He Devours (New Direc- 
tions) is a collection of 14 short 
stories colorfully told about a 
variety of the so-called little people 
who really haven't come to terms 
with themselves or the world. The 
ability to write good short stories 
is a gift and the author, James B. 
Hall, has it. 

Catherine the Great (Pantheon) 
was Russia’s most powerful em- 
press, and the noted historical 
writer, Zoe Oldenbourg, has written 
a powerful book about her. Based 
on the actual, though uncompleted, 
autobiography left by Catherine, 
the author, through deft research, 
has filled in the gaps to present a 
complete picture of a complicated, 
complex and lusty woman. 

Funeral In Berlin (Putnam) by 
Len Deighton is an action-packed 
spy thriller that combines the best 
of James Bond and The Spy Who 
Came In From the Cold but is 
better. Its intrigues are full of 
double and triple-crosses that lead 
up to a climax that will leave you 
worn out from excitement. 

Readers of Stuart Cloete’s more 
serious books about South Africa 
will be surprised that there’s an- 
other side to the writer. It’s im- 
pertinent, sexy, witty and wild, and 
it all comes out in his The Thou- 
sand And One Nights of Jean 
Macaque (Trident) , a fictionalized 
autobiography of a struggling, 
wickedly-fascinating, dipsomaniac 
French newspaperman. The pub- 
lishers have refused to classify the 
book as it follows no form but is 
made up of delightful character 
sketches, dreams and ribald anec- 
dotes. The publishers aren’t even 
sure it’s fiction, since there is so 
much of Cloete’s own background 
that coincides with his hero’s. 
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The Potentate of Hollywood’s Peel Palace has made a business of watching beautiful g 



Would you like a job 
watching Hollywood’s 
shapeliest sirens disrobe 
every night and paying 
about $200,000 a year? 

The man who has held 
such an enviable job for 


the past seven years is a 
dark, burly, year-old 
impresario named Chuck 
Landis. He owns the Lar- 
go Club, Hollywood’s 
plushest peel palace. 

Landis’ bevy of exotic 


dancers would make any 
harem master purple with 
passion. Among them are 
Miss Hollywood, Miss 
Beverly Hills, Miss Ger- 
many and Miss Tokyo! 
Their curves are as capti- 



vating as their contor- striptease served with tor- night club operators were 
tions. rid torsos, mobile abdo- going broke with big name 

Columnist Walter Win- mens and bouncing bos- entertainers, he decided to 
chell calls the Largo "the oms. sell sex. 

gayest girl spot in movie- Landis was the first to Landis felt that a Sun- 
town It is all that and bring strippers to the Sun- set Strip night club fea- 
more, if you like your set Strip. While other turing strippers would 




i a much high- Landis explains his 
plane than the ordinary club’s success in one word 
burlesque show. There- — "class.” 
fore, he eliminated the “ The Largo is not a 

“rough stuff ” so the show joint,” he said, “ and I 
couldn’t embarrass worn- don’t stand for any rough 
stuff. We put on the best 


shows for the best people. 
My customers are the 
same people who go to see 
Harry Belafonte.” 
Landis isn’t kidding. 
It’s a rare night at the 
Largo when at least half 


a dozen film notables 
aren’t there. Hardly any- 
one turns around any 
more when Marlon Bran- 
do, F r anchot Tone or 
Glenn Ford makes his en- 
trance. 

Part of Landis’ success 
is due to the fact that he 
built up his own stable of 
strippers rather than hire 
veteran name peelers like 
Tempest Storm and Lili 
St. Cyr. He went to model 
agencies and talked 
young, pretty girls into 
learning the bump and 


grind trade. 

“At first it was hard to 
get the type of girl I 
wanted into the stripping 
business,’’ Landis con- 
fessed. "But now I have a 
waiting line of some I/O 
models wanting to break 

When Landis spots a 
likely lass for his show, 
he invites her to visit the 
Largo and see the atmos- 
phere in which she would 
work. Other inducements 
include exposure to movie 
and TV talent scouts, easy 


work and good money. 

Starting salary for a 
new stripper at the Largo, 
Landis revealed, is $165 a 
week for six nights a 

stage per night averages 
SO minutes. 

Landis employs sixteen 
strippers so he can stag- 
ger their nights off and re- 
main open seven nights a 
week. Twelve of these six- 
teen he brought into the 
business himself and acts 
as their personal manager. 
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As modern man probes deeper into the 
outer reaches of space, his curiosity about this 
new. exciting frontier continues to grow. And. 
though our knowledge of space has increased 
a thousand-fold during the past 10 years, 
many misconceptions and half-truths still re- 
main to puzzle the public. 

But. although puzzling, space exploration 
seriously concerns the public because of the 
increasing role it plays in our lives every day. 
Right this minute. Mariner IV is streaking to- 
wards photographic rendezvous with Mars. 
And, the U.S. plans to put a man on the moon 
in this decade. 

These are only a handful of reasons we 
should come out of the dark about space. What 
do you really know about the space above? 
Here's a space quiz — see where you stand. 

Are the following fact or fiction: 

1. The Greeks first knew of the modern 
rocket principle. 

2. During summers on Mars the tempera- 
ture reaches 50° F. 

3. The heavier a body, the faster it falls 
to earth. 

4. Space is empty. 

5. In space, the chance of a space craft 
being struck by a meteoroid is virtual- 
ly zero. 

6. It is five times easier to escape the 
moon's gravity than it is to escape the 
earth's. 

7. An astronaut can endure speeds in 
space up to 30,000 mph. 

8. Moving objects in space actually con- 
tract. 

9. A space craft uses flaps to slow its 
orbital speed in order to return to 
Earth. 

10. A space craft travels at phenomenal 
speeds before it leaves its launch pad. 

11. Space is free of gravity. 

12. It might be easier for man to reach 
the moon than to close the door of his 
space craft once there. 

13. Man will be able to explore more of 
space from the moon than from earth. 

14. The Soviet Union has the most power- 
ful rocket motors. 

15. Rocket power is not needed to keep a 
space craft at required velocity once 
in orbit. 

ANSWERS: 

1. True. In the third century, Greek 
scientist Hero demonstrated the jet 
engine principle. 

2. True. But the temperature of Mars is 
generally lower than earth's. The 
range is from -70° F. to 50‘ F. 

3. False. Galileo disproved Aristotle's 
20-century old theory that heavy 
bodies fall faster with this experi- 
ment: at the same instant he dropped 
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As modern man probes deeper into the 
outer reaches oi space, his curiosity about this 
new, exciting frontier continues to grow. And. 
though our knowledge of space has increased 
a thousand-fold during the past 10 years, 
many misconceptions and half-truths still re- 
main to puzzle the public. 

But, although puzzling, space exploration 
seriously concerns the public because of the 
increasing role it plays in our lives every day. 
Right this minute. Mariner IV is streaking to- 
wards photographic rendezvous with Mars. 
And, the U.S. plans to put a man on the moon 
in this decade. 

These are only a handful of reasons we 
should come out of the dark about space. What 
do you really know about the space above? 
Here's a space quiz — see where you stand. 

Are the following fact or fiction: 

1. The Greeks first knew of the modern 
rocket principle. 

2. During summers on Mars the tempera- 
ture reaches 50' F. 

3. The heavier a body, the faster it falls 
to earth. 

4. Space is empty. 

5. In space, the chance of a space craft 
being struck by a meteoroid is virtual- 
ly zero. 



6. It is five times easier to escape the 
moon's gravity than it is to escape the 
earth's. 

7. An astronaut can endure speeds in 
space up to 30,000 mph. 

8. Moving objects in space actually con- 
tract. 

9. A space craft uses flaps to slow its 
orbital speed in order to return to 
Earth. 

10. A space craft travels at phenomenal 
speeds before it leaves its launch pad. 

11. Space is free of gravity. 

12. It might be easier for man to reach 
the moon than to close the door of his 
space craft once there. 

13. Man will be able to explore more of 
space from the moon than from earth. 

14. The Soviet Union has the most power- 
ful rocket motors. 

15. Rocket power is not needed to keep a 
space craft at required velocity once 
in orbit. 

ANSWERS: 

1. True. In the third century, Greek 
scientist Hero demonstrated the jet 
engine principle. 

2. True. Rut the temperature of Mars is 
generally lower than earth's. The 
range is from -70° F. to 50° F. 

3. False. Galileo disproved Aristotle's 
20-century old theory that heavy 
bodies fall faster with this experi- 
ment: at the same instant he dropped 



a heavy object and a light object iiom 
the Tower of Pisa, and both landed 
simultaneously. 

4. False. Space is not empty. It is filled 
with gases, mostly hydrogen, and mil- 
lions of particles of matter. 

5. True. Even though there are millions 
of meteoroids 1 /10th of an inch or 
larger zooming around up there, space 
is so vast, and a space craft so rela- 
tively minute, that the chances of it 
being struck are remote. 

6. True. The gravitational pull of earth 
is approximately five times greater. 

7. False. There is no speed beyond 
human endurance provided a space 
craft accelerates gradually enough, 
and fortunately so. for it will take 
phenomenal speeds to get man to his 
destinations without his dying of old 
age en route. 

8. True. According to Einsteiift Theory of 
Relativity strange things happen in 
our curved universe. When objects 
move at very high speeds over long 
distances, they actually contract in 
the direction of their motion. So if you 
could see a space craft soaring 
through space, it would appear as if 
it were squeezed "bumper-to-bum- 
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To this dale llie Hall-Mills case 
has never been solved, 
blit the sensational murder 
of Ihe reverend and llift choir 
singer in a secluded lovers' lane 
will never be forgotten - - - 


CRIME OF PASSION 


by ED STEVENS 


There was something al once 
monslrous and terribly pitiful about 
the partially decomposed bundles 
of flesh that lay at the reel of the 
police officers. Once, Ihe corpses 
had been a short, solidly built, 
middle-aged man and an attractive, 
buxom brunette in her early 
thirties. Now, they were lifeless 
things on the muddy earth under a 
crab-apple tree. 

A patrolman, one of the two 
New Brunswick, N, J, police of- 
ficers, knelt, careful to disturb 
nothing, and examined the bodies 
more closely. Both were on their 
backs, her head nestled in the 
crook of his arm, His dark-grey 
suit was neatly buttoned and her 
dress was smoothed out and dis- 
creetly pulled down below her 
knees. A Panama hat and a brown 
scarf covered their faces as if to 
shield their eyes from the sun. 

"My God!" the officer ex- 
claimed. “Her throat's been slit 

Besides the single bullet that had 
passed through the man's head and 
the three that had ended the life of 
the woman, the mnrdercr, or mur- 
derers. driven by what must have 
amounted to an insane fury, had 
nearly severed the head of the al- 
ready dead woman. A calling card 
lay propped against the foot of the 


dead man and a packet of letters 
was scattered near and over the 

"Anybody know them?" the 
poticcman asked. 

One of the onlookers nodued, 
"Yes, I do. She's Eleanor Mills — 
wife of the church sextant. The 


man is the Reverend Edward Hall, 
rector of St. John the Evangelist 

It was Saturday, September 16, 
1922, and this identification opened 
the Hall-Mills case, the greatest 
and, in many ways the strangest, 
crime of passion of the century. 
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Joe's my name, and 1 hail from upstate New York, small town called Ithaca. But it's 
famous because Cornell University is located there. That’s where I studied, until I flunked 
out in my third year. I was too smart for the place. I suppose that’s my problem. I’ve 
always been pretty smart. 

Last week I went down to the big city. New York, just for pleasure, nothing else. I took 
off from my job and 1 didn’t have to worry about nothing — because I'm my own boss. My 
old man always told me that you’ll never get nowhere in this world unless you’re your 
own boss. Luckily, I was left with my old man’s big furniture store business when he 
dropped dead a couple of years ago. 

But the reason 1 went to New York, to tell you the truth, was to get away from the 
broad I’m supposed to marry next month. She was getting in my hair already, nagging me. 
That's not for Joe! You sec, I’m only twenty-six, and so far seven different Ithaca broads 
have tried to get me to the altar. I’m a damn good-looking guy with lots of cabbage to 
spend, two flashy cars, and I have some of the sharpest clothes you ever saw. A real 
playboy. 

I wanted to make out like a bandit with the New York dames. 1 was even willing to 
pay. Like I told you before, I have lots of spending money. I don’t know why — I’m sure 
it was because the broads in my town were just regular stuff — but I wanted to make it 
with an exotic babe, a dame who was mysterious, sexy, sensuous, and everything like that. 
One that could teach me a few new tricks. But I knew she couldn’t. Ole’ Joe learned all 
the tricks a long time ago. Still, you never can tell. Those foreign broads just might come 
up with a brand-new one. 

I told my cabbie about this and he said he knew just the type of places for me to go. 
lie drove me to a part of the city where they have all those belly dancers from Turkey 
and Greece and other foreign countries. You know, those Armenian-type joints. I got out 
of the cab and gave the driver a damn good tip. 

1 walked downstairs into a place called “Land of Egypt” I think I picked it first be- 
cause I liked the name. I spent three good hours there drinking down something called 
Magic Carpet. It’s a man’s drink, let me tell you. Adds more hair to your chest. And if 
you ain’t got any hair on your chest, it puts it there for you. I'm a heavy drinker and it 
takes one helluva lot of booze before I'm really what you can call drunk. 

The Land of Egypt was the only joint I went to that night because one of the belly 
dancers got me all sexed-up. I wanted her in my tent with the flap closed tight. She was 
some broad! 

“Hey, waiter,’’ I said. “Mow’s chances of Fatima coming home with me tonight?” 

“No chance,” he told me. “It’s not allowed.” 

‘i’ll pay you and her both.” 

“Sorry, sir.” 

I took out a whole wad of cabbage and showed it to him. 

“I’ll gel fired,” he told me. He left me another Magic Carpet and walked away. 

Fatima — I didn’t know what her real name was then so that’s what I called her — 
started to do a solo. She started slow and then that wicked body of comm P «*« « 
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... he minds his own business, and 
expects everyone else to act accord- 

Unfortunately, (or fortunately. 


the heavy, Snake Wolf, simply 




accepting the plaudits of the crowd, employ a private choreographer to "M 
climb the stairs to everlasting bliss, work with trainees before they go been 
on stage. Also, I buy their first has cli 
few gowns which cost between week 
CHUCK LANPIS PRESENTS $200 — $300 apiece." 35% i 

rMinued from page 13 To hjs j nvestme nt, Landis Con 

Besides personally picking his signs his discoveries to a long-term Landis 



CINDERELLA 


BY JOHN STARKEY 



“You’re my fairy what?" 


Once upon a time, when we were kids, we 
believed fairy tales happened just the way they were 
told to us. “But, it ain't necessarily so.“ 

In our last issue, Vic Martin, who is Argentine- 
born, opened our eyes as to the real story behind 
some of the classic fables for children. 

Now from Canada conies John Starkey with 
more unvarnished versions of the not-so-innocent 
stories of all our childhoods. But don't fret that 
these versions weren't read to you when you were 
just this high. Imagine your embarrassment when 
your parents would stop reading so that you could 
explain to them what the tales really meant. 

chapter two 
UNEXPURGATED 
FAIRYTALES 


THE PIED PIPER SNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN DWARFS 



“I guess it’s obvious why I called you all here." 
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Philip Phrupp was the direct 
desccndent of Shazzarinski, a 
Tibctian monk famous for his 
mystical insights and musical com- 
positions. It was to this humble but 

owed his musical genius as a com- 

Phrupp, although the innovator 
of the greatest sound in twentieth 
century music, became increasingly 

known by, and he decided to create 
something entirely new. 

He constructed a musical labora- 
tory and thence proceeded to utilize 
the noises of machines from the in- 
dustrial scene. These he "mixed" 
electronically with the aid of an 
elaborate arrangement of recording 
and playback devices. The results 
pleased him and he expanded his 
repertoire of sounds by recording 
the anguished cries of humans as 
they were being tortured by his 
laboratory assistants. 

People of all ages were subjected 
to Phrupp’s scientific dissection and 


their screams were carefully sorted 
and catalogued. Within a compara- 
tively short time. Phrupp possessed 

and rhythms. These became the 
basis for a whole new musical 
vocabulary. 

His music became an overnight 


modatc the demand, Phrupp had a 
vast complex of musical laborator- 
ies and factories erected which 
could process the sounds of thou- 
sands of tormented and mutilated 
men, women and children. Phrupp 
showed no discrimination. People 
of all races, colors and religions 
were accepted for annihilation in 

turning out thousands of new musi- 
cal releases every day. 

Phrupp, however, soon found 
himself faced with a grave problem. 
He was running out of natural re- 


own customers for "experimenta- 
tion". There was no substitute for 


human beings as raw material for 
sorted to dogs and cats but these 

It did not take the Phrupp Musi- 
cal Works very long to deplete their 
stockpile of customers, and in an 
attempt to keep production on a 
three shifts a day basis, Phrupp was 
compelled to utilize his own em- 
ployees for his compositions. In- 
evitably sales and production began 
to fall due to a lack of both 
customers and employees. One day 
sales fell to zero and production 
came to a final halt. Not a soul re- 
mained. 

Phillip Phrupp was alone. Far 
from being discouraged, Phrupp 
decided to continue his brilliant 
musical career whatever the con- 
sequences. He embarked on what 
he considered to be his final mas- 
terpiece. No effort was spared and 
no sacrifice was too great for this 
last work. It was with this attitude 
in mind that Phrupp entered his 
vast musical laboratories. 


J>UPP PHRUPP PHRUPP PHRUPP »» ^RUPP ”rUPP PHRUPP 

ftuPP PHRUPP PHRUPP PHRUPP PHRUPP p„R„PP PHRUP. 


THE MUSIC OF PHRUPP 

by A. G. SENS 

A fable of our limes not to be taken lightly . . . 
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£)eflox£ered and 
^hrust side 
(^iTte an @ld Qlove) 


Two weeks have passed 
losing of flower to Method 
and he has made absolutely r 


recognize him by his dungarees. 
You smile encouragingly and say, 
"I hear you've been away at sum- 
mer stock." He says, "In the mid- 
dle of winter?" 

You say (frivolously) : "The the- 
atre is such mad make-believe." 





If you remember your lames M. 
Barrie, and your reactions 
are anything like ours, 
you are probably wishing you 
were Peter Pan right now. 

Peter, as you recall, was the 
boy who could fly long 
before Captain Marvel or Super- 
man were even thought of, 
and he had the good sense to 
talk the Wendy in the play 
to disappear with him to Never 













Never Land. And if any of 
the Wendys had looked 
like our Wendy, we bet he 
would have added "disappear 
for ever and ever" in 
Never Never Land. Of course, 
if Peter had had a Wendy 
like this with him, 
the whole play would have 
had to be rewritten. 

Since Peter Pan's 
enemy, the pirate, Captain 





Hook, didn't go for any of the fairies in 
the play, he probably wouldn't have 
wasted his time trying to hook 
his hook-arm into Peter's back. He would 
have tried to latch onto Wendy. At 
least, that's what (continued on page 58) 
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M dollars and cents of every shape and 
size danced tirelessly in Alec's mind. 
The car radio provided the music. He 
could not contain himself; it had been 
such a profitable day. A quick review of 
the day's activities disclosed that he 
had accumulated at least three hundred 
dollars in commissions. “That should 
put me over the thousand-dollar-mark 
for the month,” he bragged to himself, 
relaxing the pressure on the gas pedal. 
No use ruining a perfect day by break- 
ing the law. A car passed him on the 
left, traveling well beyond the speed 
limit. Another fool tempting fate, Alec 
shrugged. Why tempt it? — with a little 
self-discipline life could be so simple 
and rewarding. 



Alec added his commissions once 
more, keeping his eyes on the white line 
that separated one lane from another. 
The favorable events of the day called 
for a celebration; a modest one, per- 
haps, but one befitting his great sense 
of accomplishment. His mind groped for 
a suitable plan ... He could telephone 
Madam X, and have her send over one of 
the girls. Tonight he could well afford 
it. Of course one had to be careful — very 
careful. Madam X was no one to be 
linked with ; it was enough to ruin any 
man’s future. On the other hand, more 
prominent people than he — his bosses, 
for that matter — made frequent use of 
Madam X’s stable. Admittedly, the ele- 
ment of danger was always present, but 


by PIIIL NOKTIC 

R*, 'member, the girl 







:ation of Chat. They rode : 

laughed. At the few minutes. . 

brushing the bare Crossing the Triborough Bridge, 
gh. "We'll play it Alec said, “V ' ’ ‘ 

Helen — Janet and city. Would y< 






Cornell, 

Anyone? 















Topless bathing suits are guaranteed to be see worthy . . . One girl said 
her swim suit was made of Jersey, but if you looked hard enough, 
you could see Pennsylvania . . . Some girls, of course, think 
the topless bathing suit is indecent; others have good figures . . . About 
all a girl's bathing suit leaves to a man's imagination nowadays 
is what she looks like with her clothes on. Now, if these gags sound 








like something left over from last 
summer’s topless bathing suit 
furor, check your hearing. 
These jokes were circulating in the 
twenties when the first topless 
bathing suit made its appearance. It 
didn’t appear long because most 
newspapers back then were so 
prudish, they wouldn’t even 
mention it, and most people never 
knew that someone had actually 
appeared in one. Of course, 
topless suits in the twenties were 








lly since the fashion for Is then was to 
is flat as boys. One girl who was locked 
up for wearing a topless'bathing suit 
i acquitted for insufficient evidence. Our 
gal, Dian, doesn't believe in 
bathing suits at all, and that suits 
us fine. We're sure it does you, too. 
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» i c h determines 
;hey make a good 


companions w 
whether or not 
marriage. Any ; 

girl everyone knows to be an un- 
satisfactory lover invites disaster as 
she'll be unable to get any “second" 
husbands. 

“Second husbands" is another 
age-old Marquesas custom that has 
survived all other changes. Since it 

eleven islands of the Marquesas, 
only a first-born daughter is sure of 
survival. Subsequently born girls are 
often left to die and consequently 
the men far outnumber the women. 


s the « 


d like 

toys to be used only for pleasure. 
It is also the reason for “second" 
husbands. 

All married men are expected to 
select “second" husbands. These 
are usually younger brothers who. 
in return for services to the married 
one, receive a share of the wife's 


far away from other populated cen- 
ters that they have been spared any 
large influx of outsiders who might 
have outnumbered them and sub- 
sequently introduced different cus- 
toms. At one point in their history, 
there were over 100,000 Poly- 
nesians in the Marquesas but with 
the introduction of the white man's 
diseases, they have dwindled down 
to the current count of just a few 
hundred. 

There’s one other thing of inter- 
est about the islanders. They arc all 
tattoo-happy. Women are tattooed 
from the waist down and on the 
arms, but the upper torso is left 
unmarked. The men are complete- 
ly covered with heavy and intricate 
designs, the decorations extending 
even to the scalp under the hair, 
and in some cases to the gums and 
tongue and every other imaginable 
place as well as unimaginable 
places. They might not have 


movies or television in the Mar- 
quesas but there’s plenty of moving 
pictures when the lovers get to- 
gether in the moonlight. 

But apart from the tattooing the 
Marquesas have a love of physical 
beauty matched only by the ancient 
Greeks. They were always the 
handsomest of the Polynesians and 
because of their delight in tight 
skins from the earliest days, before 
feasts the maidens went through an 
elaborate process of bleaching 
which made their skins scarcely 
darker than that of south Europe- 

Next to visiting the islands, the 
only thing one can do is try to 
adopt some of the Maraquesas 
ways of life. Can you imagine living 
in a community of your own selec- 
tion filled with women bred only 
to love? Of course we could do 
without any of those "second hus- 





(continued from page 35) he would have done if we were playing 
the part. Of the hundreds of girls who show up at our office every 
month hoping to appear on these pages, Wendy is one of 
the few who we didn't insist take test shots 
before we made a decision. One look at her and we knew 
she had it. Wendy, however, refused to give us her dimensions 
or state her age. "If I look good to you," she said, "what difference 
do silly statistics make?" No argument— she looked good to us. 
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world. This meant overseas phone 
calls and cables to Paris, London, 
Rome, Amsterdam and even 
Tokyo. But no matter where we 
called, it seemed we had just missed 
him. The thought of disappointing 
you drove us to drink. Well, 
walked us to drink since the bar we 
hide out in is only a block from the 
office. And by coincidence whom 
do you think we met there? That’s 
right, Victor Walters. Without even 
taking time to say hello, we asked 
him to fly right back to Paris and 
shoot some more pictures of the 
stunning brunette — but more per- 
sonal ones. 

Being a great photographer and, 
obviously, also a student of human 
nature, he was way ahead of us. He 
had already shot them but he 
couldn’t remember where he had 
left them — in his Paris office, his 
London studio, his Rome apart- 
ment, his Amsterdam chalet or 
maybe even at his Tokyo screened- 
door abode. More overseas calls 
and cables and where do you think 
they showed up? No, not in the bar 
one block from our office. They 
showed up in a bar one block from 
Victor's apartment, right here in 
the big city. The pictures were al- 
ready addressed to Monsieur be- 
cause he was sure you’d want to 
see more of the brunette. Now do 
you see what we go through for 
you? 

BIG MAN WITH WOMEN 

continued from page 21 

hers was going all over the joint. 
Her belly must have a motor in it, 
I thought. 

The other guys at the tables and 
the bar began to clap their hands 
and beat their feet. It was really 
something. 

I started to clap my hands and 
beat my feet like the rest of them. 
I knocked my Magic Carpet over 
on the table. I was feeling no pain. 
My waiter saw the drink spill. He 
cleaned up the mess and brought 
me another one. One thing, at least 
he was' a good waiter, on the ball. 


even if he was chicken about taking 
my money and fixing me up with 
Fatima for the night. 

The place was really jumping 
now. I got up and started to clap 
some more. I thumped my feet in 
rhythm with Fatima’s hips and 
belly. The broad had me hypno- 
tized. She had long black hair that 
was flying and swaying with the 
purple veils that she wore, and that 
you could almost see through. The 
only thing that disappointed me 
was she didn’t have anything stuck 
in her belly-button. I always 
thought they wore some kind of 
jewel there, or something. But I 
guess it’s because they don’t want 
to distract from their beautiful 
bellies when they’re moving them 
the way they do. 

Then the men started to throw 
money at her. Bills, mostly fives 
and tens. They landed on the floor 
around her. And she kept up with 
that belly routine like nobody’s 
business, let me tell you. She was 
worth a thousand of those bills. I 
took out a wad of five ten spots 
and they landed right near her toes 
when I threw them to her. 

The noise kept going on clapping 
hands, banging feet, and I kept 
going right along with.it, and since 
I'm a pretty smart guy and smooth 
as can be, I knew I’d be burning 
that incense stuff with Fatima in a 
little while. 

Fatima finished her dance like 
you never saw any broad finish a 
dance before! She left the dance- 
floor to all kinds of yells and 
whistles and hands clapping. She 
moved by me like a snake on her 
way to the dressing-rooms. I al- 
most grabbed her by the arm. I 
don’t know what kept me from 
doing it. It was probably because 
I’m such a smooth operator. 

Then I got a brainstorm. Joe’s 
always getting brainstorms. I 
started to write a note to Fatima. I 
did it on a napkin. The note I wrote 
to her said: Joe’s my name. / think 
you’re a beautiful woman, one of 
the most beautiful I’ve ever seen. 
How about seeing me for awhile 


after you’re through here? 

“Hey waiter, friend of mine,” I 
said. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Would you at least give this 
little note to Fatima?” 

He looked like he wouldn’t, and 
I almost wanted to cal! him an 
out-and-out, goddam coward. But 
I didn’t. I thought about what my 
old man always told me. Money 
talks, he used to say. So I took a 
ten-spot this time and slipped it in 
his hand. 

“Thank you, sir.” Then he took 
the note I wrote for Fatima and 
walked away. I puffed a big, long 
puff on my cigar, and then I gulped 
down a big, long gulp of my Magic 
Carpet. 

I didn't have to wait too long, 
and I knew I wouldn’t, either. I had 
that waiter working for me full- 
time now. When he came back to 
my table he had a smile on his face. 
Joe’s scored again! I thought to 
myself. I knew it couldn’t be any 
other way. Joe’s always scoring. 

“Here’s the answer, sir.” The 
waiter handed me Fatima’s note. 
He left me as I started to unfold 
it. The note said. Joe, meet me out- 
side in front at 2 o’clock. It was 
signed: Fatima, in quotation marks. 

Like I said before, I knew it 
couldn’t be any other way. Joe 
always wins. In a little while I paid 
the check, gave the waiter a big tip 
and went outside feeling great. I 
looked at the time. She’d be here in 
five minutes. I lit up a cigarette. 
Not a filter one, either. One where 
you could taste that tobacco. 

It was two o’clock, and, just as I 
figured, she was right on time. 

“Hello, Joe,” she said. 

“How you doing, Fatima?” I 
came back with. She was damn 
friendly, and I was going to be the 
same way with her. 

“What are you thinking, Joe?” 

“Well, I’ll be honest with you, 
Fatima.” 

She started to laugh, a kind of 
nice laugh. “That’s not my name, 
you know. My name’s Claire.” 

“But you signed Fatima on that 
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